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dyed beard, seemed abnormally large, and his body appeared shrunken.
Could this be the Sultan, the dreaded ruler of Turkey, the despotic Sovereign who for years had known how to make himself feared, the man whose keen wit had played off the ablest diplomatists in Europe one against the other ? As he was driven slowly by, the answer came from the well-drilled troops: " Padishah chock Pasha! " (Long life to the Sultan!), and the military bands triumphantly proclaimed in the inspiring music of the " Hamidieh " the passing of the Imperial ruler of Turkey.
But these sounds died down and an impressive silence followed as he reached the mosque. As he stepped from his carriage the faint voice of the Imam reached him from the minaret overhead, admonishing him in the time-honoured words to abandon all pride :
" Remember that with all thy might and power, in spite of all this bravery and show, there is One greater than thou art: God ! the Most High ! "
The devotions of the Sultan did not last long. Hardly twenty minutes passed before he appeared once more. The landau in which he arrived had meanwhile been exchanged for a big pair-horse phaeton in which it was his custom to drive himself slowly back to the palace.
As he passed under the windows of the balcony where the foreign ambassadors were assembled, he raised his white gloved hand and, with a long look of his piercing eyes, leant slightly towards them, giving them a military salute. At the same time he bowed to the ladies who were with them.
His Court accompanied him on the return journey, on foot as they had come> crowding round his carriage.CONSTANTINOPLE                   143
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